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tinued and the old home seemed to have brighten-
ed up considerably. Then one by one the guests
started leaving and after some weeks I also return-
ed to Bombay.

A year passed. Once again I was on my way to
Allahabad. This time to spend one short week with
my sister Swarup, who after nine months' impri-
sonment was out on parole for a fortnight. Late at
night I arrived at the familiar station, looking a
little more dilapidated than it had done the last
time. A friend and a young niece Swarup's
daughter met me and we drove home, not in a car
because there was no car any longer, but in a
rather ancient tonga which seemed to crawl along
the bad roads.

At last we turned into the gates of Anand Bha-
wan. The sight that greeted me was very different
from the one that had greeted me a year ago. No
bright lights shone out, no servants were visible
hurrying hither and thither. The house was dark
except for one dim lamp in the porch and another
peeping through one of the rooms. Our home
seemed gloomy, deserted and silent. I had a queer
feeling of fear and depression as though I was
treading unknown ground and did not know what
to expect round the corner. With a sinking heart
I got out of the tonga and went in search of Swa-
rup. As I entered her room she got up to greet me
and embrace me. I put my arms round her trying
not to let her see how moved I was at her changed
appearance. A year ago I had seen her looking ten
years younger than she really was. Nine months
she had been in jail and was out for a few short
weeks now. Once niore jail had wrought havoc on
a loved one and left its mark all too plainly on the
face which had aged considerably in those few
months.

I stayed a week and then returned to my home,
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